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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

NIGHTMARE 

They gave him a shilling, 
They gave him a gun ; 
And so he's gone killing 
The Germans, my son. 

I dream of that shilling — 
I dream of that gun: 
And it's they that are killing 
The boy who's my son. 

IN THE AMBULANCE 

"Two rows of cabbages, 
Two of curly-greens, 
Two rows of early peas, 
Two of kidney-beans." 

That's what he is muttering, 
Making such a song, 
Keeping other chaps awake, 
The whole night long. 

Both his legs are shot away, 
And his head is light ; 
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In the Ambulance 



So he keeps on muttering 
All the blessed night : 

"Two rows of cabbages, 
Two of curly-greens, 
Two rows of early peas, 
Two of kidney-beans." 



HIT 

Out of the sparkling sea 

I drew my tingling body clear, and lay 

On a low ledge the livelong summer day, 

Basking, and watching lazily 

White sails in Falmouth Bay. 

My body seemed to burn 

Salt in the sun that drenched it through and through, 

Till every particle glowed clean and new 

And slowly seemed to turn 

To lucent amber in a world of blue . . . 

I felt a sudden wrench — 

A trickle of warm blood — 

And found that I was sprawling in the mud 

Among the dead men in the trench. 
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